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j-jgiOGRAPHT OP COUNTESS LKO TOLSTOY. Translated by 8. 8. Kotellansky*^¿l Wen*r4 Woo«. Publish«.! by B. W. Hu-bsch. lac New York. 192».
jrtgE iacts»i% aPP^ars, are these: On Sept. 12, 1862, Count Leo Tol-
¦*. «toy, already famous for some of his stories, recorded in his diary:| * "I am in love, as I did not think it was possible to be in love. I
j|S!n*dman; I'll shoot myself if it goes on like this." The next dayjUflded: «'To-morrow as soon as I get up, I shall go and tell everything
a shoot myself." On September 16 he handed a written proposal of
jjjrjage to Sophie Andreevna Btrs, the daughter of a court physician
jîMoeso^- Sophie Andreevna was pretty, well educated; she had grad-
^ trith honors in literature and had seen some of her work pub-.¿¿eà;8he spoke Russian, French, German, Italian, and later, English,^itjapie was married on September 23. They settled on the country.gfeYasnaya Polyana, where during a long period of happy married
jfe, Tolstoy wrote, among other things, "The C< jacks" and "War and
yjjee." The Countess bore him thirteen chikitn, four of whom died,
¿t first she helped her husband with his manuscripts, proofs and copy¬
cats» With the increase of the family her domestic duties exhausted
& most of her strength. A rift appeared in 1874 when Tolstoy lost
.jgse of his children and an aged aunt he admired and loved. He began
» look for consolation in some faith he could cling to. "His seeking for
rni\ became acute. He contemplated hanging himself. ... A
spirit which rejected the existing religions, progress, science, art, family,
had been growing stronger and stronger in Leo Nikolaevich and he was be¬
coming gloomier and gloomier." This quest was something she could not
understand He had changed and she had not tagged after him ; she had
teen deiKrired of these hazardous adventures of the spirit by the practical
necessity of keeping her house in order and caring for her children. The
rift widened. Tolstoy, spurred on by his gadfly,' became cruel: "At one
.irae he thought of taking a Russian peasant woman, a "worker on the
\tna, and of secretly going away with the peasants to start a new life ;
|l confessed this to me." He did go away, one night when the poor
«man was racked by the pains of childbirth: "At four o'clock in the
;38T3Jng Leo Nikolaevich came back, and without coming to me, lay
(k)gn on the couch down stairs in his study. In spite of my cruel
nsiiii, I ran down to him ; he was gloomy and said nothing to me. At
¡eïen o'clock that morning our daughter Alexandra was born. I could
^ever forget that terrible, bright June night." Tortured with the idea
ttut he should live a true, early Christian life, give away his money and
property to the poor and work the land, peasant fashion, he proposed
¿lis awful scheme to his wife She thought, quite properly, that it was
madness; it was well enough for him to be so quixotic, but she, whose
taWgCn had been wasted in childbearing would have thereby been
forced to add to her cares and labors the drudgery of washing and cook¬
ing and tilling the land. Tolstoy found a sympathetic ear in one Chert-
¡tor, a man who appears from Countess Tolstoy's testimony, to have been
s gimster, if not designing figure, who abetted the tormented old man in
bis withdrawal from his family. Of Chertkov, Countess Tolstoy became
violently jealous, for Tolstoy no longer confided in her, and there were
¿range conferences between the two. She confesses obliquely to pryingtemgh Tolstoy's papers, and eavesdropping. Tolstoy proposed to deed
«r all he owned to her and she, with a bit of theatricalism, cried out,
*» you wish to hand over that evil to me, the creature nearest to you !
Ik not want it and I shall take nothing!" Of course, though the prop¬
erty was evil in Tolstoy's eyes, it was not evil in her eyes ; and the reader
feels that she played here her last trupm, and that it lost. The end was
tragic. Tolstoy went away. The two records, Countess Tolstoy's in
this book and Tolstoy's sido of it in the notations he made on the train,Uiould be read together.

Throughout this tragical little life story there runs an unreason¬
able cry of injustice. The unhappy woman felt when she wrote it that
life had been cruel to her (and it had) ; but she felt also that she hadbeen injured willfully and cruelly by Tolstoy and by others. It is with a
¿ense oí avenging herself, rather more than of justifying herself (andée needed no justification) that she consented to write this autobiog¬raphy. Toward the end of her recital there is a terrible, a feminine, sen¬tence.her final triumph of revenge: "I shall not describe in detail LeoNilcolaevich's going away. So much has been and will be written about

it, but no erne will know the real cause. Let his biographers try to find out."
It is but the dramatic story of a woman married to a man who is

driven by the gadfly of genius. After a brief spell his concerns inevit¬
ably were not hers, for the important, the goading thing in his life was
the satisfaction of an inner necessity, something she could not know, nor
t\ its victim, know, except that it. was the only thing that mattered.
Tolstoy was mad; he was cruel; he was tyrannical; he was pitiable. Peace
in his escape came upon him, and absolution: "The fear passes. And
pay for her rises in me, but no doubt at all that I have done what I
jught to do." . . . Before one subscribes as a moral to this story:
"Young woman, beware in marrying a genius," let me observe that
Countess Tolstoy failed to appreciate that, though her life was, at times,
i heil, it was interesting, and that there were moments of happiness that
should have overbalanced all else.

* * *

"THE CROCK OF GOLD" (Macmillan) by James Stephens, a new
edition, illustrated by Wilfred Jones. This is one of the profoundestworks of philosophy ever written, in that it reduces all philosophy to
an absurdity and slays gravity with a smile. It is a book which should
delight all sentient beings of commendable taste and decent intelligence.It is peculiarly Irish and elfin; that is to say, gay and grave, irresponsible:ind sagacious, capricious, wise, good humored and close to the soil,
fatigue in cheek, brows contracted in serious mien, this nimble wittedafiÄ imaginative writer builds up carefully one after another the most\ Paisible arguments for religious faith, for paganism, for earnestness,ibr frivolity, for wisdom, for ignorance, for every notion, faith andideal and then shatters each argument into bits with sudden bursts of
daughter. It is a wise and beautiful book, written from the heart, multi¬
tudinous in its facets of interest, as variable as life. It is a book like
''Jürgen," wherein you will find what you are seeking, no matter what it
¡.i it is the crock oí gold at the end of the rainbow.

* * if
"ROSSETTI AND HÎS CIRCLE" (Doubleday, Page) by Max

Scerbohm. In a characteristic preface to this delicious bpok of drawingsand comments, Mr. Beerbohm writes: "Perhaps you have never heard ofBwsetti. In that case I must apologize still more profusely. But even
y«a, flushed though you are with the pride of youth, must have heard ofihe Victoria era. Rossetti belonged to that.though he was indeed born
aine years before it and died of it nine years after it was over." Here
* wit and irony edged with appreciative satire, for Mr. Beerbohm jests
fcntly where his love lies warmest. It was Rossetti, the bulky, dreamy,
*>mantic, and his intense little circle of beauty worshippers, patheti-**% at odds with a prosaic and utilitarian environment, who alone
^ong the mid-Victorians -commanded Mr. Beerbohm's admiration and
«.pert; and for that reason he*is able to view them with a satiric humor
*tt adds to rather than detracts from their luster. He has been uncanny
«aaking each picture evoke what is precisely one's idea of that era;'** drawings are in character with the times they depict. Here we see
Meager and diminutive Swinburne» wasp-waisted, with a mass of
**«»tly red *hair and a wispy blond mustache, leading a granite-like
** to Rossetti's house; Coventry Patmore, a lanky yokel, impassion-*fc reciting poetry; Meredith, the dandy, urging Rossetti to come for
'*<& in the glorious sunshine; Browning, like a poetic financier, pre-
****** an austerelv Victorian lady of fashion to Rossetti, who is dressed
* Water's blouse and dressing slippers. The best legend in the boo -

? bribed to a drawing which represents Benjamin Jowett viewing
T^i's mural depicting the quest of the Holy Grail. Mr. Beerbohm
^Wthat the sole remark likely to have been made by Professor Jowett

£.. "And what were they going to do with the Grail when they found it,
*. Rossetti?"

* =?> <.

. "OUTSPOKEN ESSAYS" (Longmans Green) by William Ralph
J** The second series of discussions by the not altogether »loomy
J* ©f St Patrick's, in London. Much of the fire is gone out of these

.^Pieces, but there remains, if no. much to put one's teeth into, a

Jfi ¿«al of very good writing. In his confession of faith he tells
*«. "believes in the reality of absolute values.Truth, Goodness and
?**%." which is not a very staggering declaration on the part of tne

^cn clergyman whose outspokenness most frequently makes the first

3? of th* newspapers. "The worst enemies of Christianity are

.¿v***»." we are told, and "It is the duty of the clergy to «peak
¿SL^V and so forth. The impression deepens that Dean^ Inge is,

I22** *or an Oxford schooling and no schooling at all, the *my

|2¡ky o< England, Both of them refer to politicians ** low grade

Gordon Hill Grahame, of Lakefield, Ontario, has been awarded ihm$2,500 prize for the best novel by a Canadian, offered by the Messrs.Hodder & Stoughton and the Musson Book Company, of Toronto. Mr.Grahame's novel is "The Bond Triumphant," a picture of old Quebec.The judges of the contes% suggest that Mr. Grahame is likely to super¬sede Sir Gilbert Parker in literary prestige among writers on Canadian
themes. More than 250 manuscripts were entered in the contest. The

verdict in Mr. Grahame's favor was unanimous.

Napoleon the Little
Bv Esther Murohv

TÍP .,
SECOND UMPIRE. By PhilGuedalla. G. p. Putnam Sons.

THE Second Empire has alwaj
had something of the air <

a historical anti-climax,
has seemed like an inadcqual

I and superfluous sequel to the tr<
mendous drama in which the first Ni

! poleon astounded the world with th
spectacle of his exaltation and h
downfall. And the star of Napoleon Ï1
is dim beside the remembered splendc
of that prodigious comet which var
ished into the darkness of Sair
Helena. But Mr. Philip Guedalla ha
written a book about Napoleon III i
which that extraordinary man and hi
experiment in imperialism are poi
trayed in a way which makes one real
ize their importance and their signifi
cancc.

Mr. Guedalla's method in "Th
Second Empire" will inevitably sugges
a comparison with that of Lytto:
Strachey in "Queen Victoria." The;
are alike, inasmuch as they may botl
be said to consist in the relentless ap
plication of irony to accepted histórica
values. But the resemblance cease

there, and the subtle malice whicl
Mr. Strachey brings to bear upon th
sanctities of the past, is very differen
from the vein of elaborate satire ii
which Mr. Guedalla writes.

Mr. Guedalla's style, which is om
of the outstanding features of hi
book, is curiously uneven. At its bcs
it is extraordinarily brilliant -and ef
fective, and at its worst it is preten
sious and inept. Mr. Guedalla is capa
ble both of genuine wit and of
labored and tedious facetiousness, an«

in his efforts to arrive at the one hi
frequently relapses into the other. Bu
both the merit and the defect of Mr
Guedalla's style lie in his epigram
matic facility.

Mr. Guedalla has a very unusual tal
ent for coining critical epigrams, whicl
he abuses to an extraordinary degree
He is so obviously bent upon translat
ing his ideas into epigrams, and he fre
quently goes to such lengths in hii
determination to do so that one some

times suspects that the ideas them
selves may be no more than pretext;
for the epigrams. But despite an os¬

tentatious striving after effect, whicl
occasionally lends his conclusion ai

air of insincerity, Mr. Guedalla's tal¬
ents are of a very high order, and h<
has written a book which is one of the
most brilliant and original pieces oi
historical criticism that has appeared
in years. . . .

THE Second Empire was the realitj
into which Napoleon III translate«!

the dream which dominated his life
and its history is inseparable from
his. Mr. Guedalla shows his recog¬
nition of this fact by making the careei

and the character of the Emperor the
main theme of his book. The portrait
which Mr. Guedalla draws of Napoleon
HI gives an extremely just and vivid
conception of one of the most mis¬
understood figures of modern times.
Napoleon III appeared In history as

the heir and the successor of a man

of whom it was «aid "he has cast a

doubt upon all past glory and made
all future renown impossible." By the

very name which he bore he inevitably
challenged a comparison which could
never be to his advantage. To the
idolators of his uncle he was a pygmy
treading in the footsteps of a titan.
To those to whom the whole Bona-
partist tradition was abhorrent he
embodied all the vices, without pos¬
sessing any of the genius, of the great
Napoleon. And yet this man, who has
been denounced both as a weakling
and as a villain, was neither.
Mr. Guedalla gives proof of rare in¬

sight in his portrayal of his complex
character in ****** *v¿ «rt"nntuver and

---¦.list wen» to strangely blended.
He has grasps ¡...o lac«, tnat the true
explanation of Napoleon Ill's career
lay in his profound and unshakable
belief in his own destiny. For Na¬
poleon III was a man whose entire life
was controlled by a single motive. He
had before him always the memory of
his uncle, the lieutenant of artillery
who mounted the throne of Chv-
lemagne, and in his heart was the co%
viction that it was decreed that hk{
should rule over France. It was a
faith which never forsook him through¬
out all the vicissitudes of his life,
which sustained him in prison and in
exile and led him finally to the Palace
of the Tuileries.
The history of Napoleon III aifords

the strange spectacle of a man who
«ras ruined by the acomplishment of
his aims. Mr. Guedalla has summed up
iiaimiMMi.un um.iiiTiiBTiMiMiiiwrnrirril

this failure in a very concise and pene-I trating way:
"It is the tragedy of Napoleon III

that he did not die until twenty years
after his life had lost its purpose. He
had lived, since he came of age, by the
light of a single star which shone
above the Tuileries and would make'
him. as he believed, Emperor of the
French. ... He followed it, and at
iorty-hve, a pallid man with dull eyes,
he was Emperor of the French and tho
husband of a beautiful woman. But
the star flickered and failed since on

attaining his purpose he had lost it;
it was the tragedy of an arriviste who
arrived. ... He had been a man of
one idea and when it was accomplished
he was left without one. It Was as
though a man should climb a ridge of
high hills and then have no direction
for the great walk along tho sum-
mits."

* . * «

THE very qualities which had made
Napoleon III the most successful

of Pretenders, made him tho least
fortunate of Monarchs. In him there
was far more of the dreamer than the
man of action; and he was perpetually
haunted by schemes for the better¬
ment of the human race. It was one
of the strangest features of Napoleon
Ill's character, that, although he de-
stroycd a republic to found his empire,
his political sympathies were avowedly
liberal. It was an inconsistency that
puzzled Europe, like so much else
about him. And Queen Victoria gave
naive expression to the bewilderment
with which he inspired his contempor¬
aries, when she called him "a myster¬
ious man."
But Europe also thought him more

formidable than he really was. Like
many men who are engrossed by an
inward vision, he had an outward
serenity which gave him the appear¬
ance of a strength that he did not
possess. He was essentially a vision¬
ary, and he went down to defeat be¬
fore an opponent who was one of trie
most relentless realists who ha^e ever
lived.

Mr. Guedalla has written an extraor-
dinarily moving account of the strug-1
¡gle between Bismarck and Napoleon III,
and of the final catastrophe of Sedan;
where before the onslaught of the
legions of Prussia the Second Empire
crumbled into dust. He quotes the let-1
ter which Napoleon III wrote to the
Empress in that hour of agony, when he
realized that all was finally lost. "Ma
chère Eugenie.Il m'est impossible de
te dire ce que j'ai souffert et ce que
je souffre. . . . J'aurais préféré la
mort a être témoin d'une capitulation
si désastreuse. ... Et encore si
mes -tourments etaic-*; concentres ici!
Je penso à toi, à notre fils, à notre
malheureux pays. ... je suis au

desespoir." He had believed so firmly
in his destiny that when it failed him
there was nothing left. But there had
always been a certain grandeur in his
aspirations and it was not absent from
his end. There have been emperors
whose downfall was less noble than
the one which he met on the field of
battle, at the head of the army which
he had refused to forsake. But his
dream was over, and there remained
for him only exile and death. The
future belonged to Bismarck, and that
other empire which had arisen trium¬
phant from the ruins of Sedan.and to
the remorseless ironies of time which
had decreed its passing at the Marne.

\BASIL KING'S
¡Fine New Novel

A DRAMATIC new
version of the tri¬
angle.-a man is be-

[ trothed to a society girl |
and secretîy married to a
waif; both love him; to

\ both he is bound by ties of
honor. The author of "The
Inner Shrine" solves it for

I you unforgetably.

THE
DUST FLOWER
I Wherever Book» an Soli. $200 g
HÁRPER & BROTHERS I
&tobllahed Ml* Vest Ytark I

Paris News Letter
Bv I .ewi» Qalfirïtïèrp»

M GUSTAVE GEFFROY is.
president of the academy
founded by the Goncourts.
But he is more than this.
He is director of the Go¬

belins factories; he is a friend of Mr.
Clemenceau; he has a score of volumes
of art criticisms to his credit; he has
written many books descriptive of theFrench provinces as well as several
novela. As president of the AcadémieConcourt he is, by definition, a natural-lot His philosophy is the philosophyof the School of Life, the Love cf Life,Life and Truth are the pillars of his
church. Even apart from his presi-dency we know this to be true because
he is anti-clerical.
Mr. Gcffroy has published a volume!

of tales which he calls "La Comédie
Bourgeoise." It is in the tradition of
naturalism. As witness:
"The Singing Master." SéraphinBerckmann leads a modest existenceloving only music. On the night whenhis favorite pupil has carried off a tri¬umph at the opera he sits alone and re¬flects that his mission is ended. Thereis a knock at the door. She enters withher faithful servant to announce thatshe has come to sup with him and thatshe will retain him as her teacher "if

you will permit me to increase yourfees."
"The School for .Mothers." Mme.

Longecourt was not only well but ele¬
gantly preserved. Walking one daywith her twenty-year-old son, she over¬
hears two common men exchanging re¬
marks about her appearance. She and
her son are troubled. The next day she
puta on the habiliments of an old
woman.
"The True Mother." Mme. Rollet had

no child by her husband, who mal¬
treated her. She adopted a daughter.When she died the daughter learned
tho truth. "Why did she not tell me,"
wailed the girl, "I should only have
loved her the more."
"Tho Attraction." Divorced without

alimony, Mme. Legandre rears her
daughter in discreet poverty. One day
they meet the father on the Champs
Elysées. He finds his daughter to be
a pretty girl, spoils her, she prefers
to leave her mother for him. Tho
mother resigns her.
"The Misunderstanding." A widower

and his daughter have sacrificed them¬
selves to one another, he refraining
from remarrying, she remaining un¬
married. One day they reproach each
other. The storm over, the daughter
says: "There 1 Now we shall always
stay with mamma."
"The Standard Bearer." M, and

Mme. Roulier decide that their daugh¬
ter shall be married only to a young
man of proper ideas and unimpeach¬
able conduct. He appears ono day, the
Standard Bearer of tho Sons of Saint
Sévérin. The marriage takos place and
the parents perceive that he is an

ignoble addict to alcohol and must be
put into an asylum.

"Lionnette's Child." Lionnette dances
in a music hall and the fashion in
which sho conducts herself with gen¬
tlemen is deplorable. A young mar
does her a great wrong. Later one ol
his pals is astonished to see her push
ing before her, sweetly and gravely, £

baby carriage. She is going "straight.'
Maternity has saved her.

My taste is, I suppose, naïve, but 3
confess that M. Geffroy's book gav<
me not a little pleasure. There is a
noble frankness about these ineffably
virtuous stories from real life (by the
Master of the School of Life) that
warms my heart. . . . Oh, you are
right. In another mood I might have
flung the book out of the window. But
I am just as glad I was not in that
mood.

In the preface to M. Geffroy's "La
Vie Artistique" M. Edmond de Concourt
wrote: "You are the writer of a most
admirable and pictorial style, a style
colored just to the right point, poetic
and technical at once, a style which
brings ideas into the light; in brief,
the most beautiful modern French that
is being written."

Well, let it go at that. Put it that
I haven't said a word and that father
Goncourt, writing in his barn on the
Boulevard Montmorency, was right.
Every few days some one sends me,

from the erroneous impression that 1
am a potential bookbuyer, an attrac¬
tive prospectus. I am just as glad tc
have it. Excepting a bookseller's
catalogue, whose variety it lacks, noth¬
ing is more interesting than a prospec¬
tus. It is always printed on excellent
paper in beautiful type. Sometime;
there is a specimen page which one

reads, beginning in the middle of on«
beautiful sentence, and ending half-
vay through another. Occasionally, s

colored plate accompanies the an¬

nouncement, and, when this is 'tipped
to the paper it may be removed with¬
out difficulty and employed to cover î

spot on the wall paper of one's garret
I have lately had these.

1. Announcement of an edition "er

grande luxe" of the "Divine Comedy" inItalian, with a new French translationby M. Andr* Pératé, curator of the
museum of the Palace of Versailles.Tho particular feature of this princelybook is a collection of woodcuts mado !
after a series of hitherto unpublished'drawings by Botticelli, in the style ofthe seventeenth century Florentine en-
gravers. They are of great beauty, the jwork of M. Jacquos Beltrand. Three!volumes are published for 1,800 francs.Two hundred and twenty-»flve copieswere published.

2. A new edition of "Ulysses" i? an¬
nounced, "published by John Rodker;for the Egoist Press," and will be on sale
at Shakespeare & Co., 10 Rue de l'Odéon,at 150 francs. The text is complete,the format slightly smaller than thatof the first edition. Two thousandcopies compose the edition.

S. Under the editorial direction ofMr. Ezra Pound, a now venture, theThree Mountains Press, 19 Rue d'Antin,is about to publish the followingbooks: "Indiscretions," by Pound;"Women and Men," by F. M. Hueffer;"Elimus," by B. C. Windeier; "Tho
Great American Novel," by .Carlos Wil¬
liams; "England," by B. M. Gould-
Adams, and "Blank," by Ernest M.
Hemingway. There are three English¬
men and three Americans (if Pound is
to be reckoned with the latter. It is
not certain that this would please him).Hemingway is a pro égé of Sherwood
Anderson, whose work I greatly admire
and in whose continued development I
have much faith.
"These books," saya the notice, "will

be printed on handsome paper in nn
edition limited to 300 numbered copies."The aim of the press is to free prosewriters from the necessity of present¬ing their work in the stock-sized vol¬
ume of* commerce. By printing T. E.
Hulme'8 poems at the end of "Ripostes"and by arranging the first collection of
"Imagistes" Mr. Pound asserted the
principle that a man might write a
few good poems . , . "and pre¬sent an individuality or a body of
work." And so forth. It would be
strange if the author of this blurb
(who is an intelligent man) thoughthe had said something new. PoetryBookshop (London) might have made
a chapbook of Mr. Hulme's verses and
given them, perhaps, more visible form
than the burial they received. Who
could be certain that "Hulme" was
not a name invented by Mr. Pound?
As for "Imagistes" it was a small an¬
thology rather than an "assertion of
principle." But the novelty of a plan
for publishing homogoneous fiction in
3mall books is less important than the
quality of the literature. "The present
prose," it is said, "is Jamesian, Impres¬
sionist, Vorticist, if these terms are
given a vague enough meaning." This
is typical of the loose and nmbirruous
critical style personal to Pound. Fortu¬
nately, his instinct for the beautiful
is more than his faculty for communi¬
cating it.

Subscriptions aro bçing received at
$2 a volume, payable on publication.

4. We arc advised, finally, of a
quarto on the Italian improvised
comedy, by P. L. Duchartre, a young
poet and art critic. Mr. Duchartre has
brought together a fascinating and
widely scattered documentation, in¬
cluding more than two hundred old
and modern engravings, showing the
evolution of the well known conven¬
tional characters concerned in this
typo of comedy. His introduction of
about one hundred pages of »brilliant
and entertaining proso forms a valu¬
able and interesting contribution to
the history of the theater. The book
will be published at about 60 francs
by the Librairie de France.
A collection of gay and curious

Brazilian legends by Mr. Duchartre,
illustrations in color by V. Monteiro, a
Brazilian painter, is being published
by Tolmcr, Quai d'Anjou. The draw¬
ings are deft and highly original. I
have no doubt that if the book gets to
America they will be freely adapted
by advertising illustrators.

A Modern Ulysses
Dr. Ferdihand Ossendowski, the author

of "Beasts, Men and Gods," got the
material for his book by a journey few
would care to emulate. The author is
a Pole, and was a professor of eco¬
nomic geography at the Petrograd
Polytechnic when the Reds came into
power. He fled to Siberia to save his
life, and to escape from there set off
alone and afoot in the winter of 1920
through the pathless forests of the
Yenisei. From thence he traversed
Outer and Inner Mongolia and Tibet
to tho borders of India, where bandits
forced him to turn oack at the pass"s.
He retraced his way almost to the
shores of Lake Baikal and finally got
back to civilization through Manchuria.
He spent some timo in Urga, where
dwells "The Living Buddha," wor¬

shipped as a god by millions of Bud¬
dhists. Since then he has been at the
Washington peace conference as at¬
tache of the Polish Legation, and like¬
wise he attended the Genoa conference
on behalf of Poland.

W. H. HUDSON
John Galsworthy: "With the passing out of W. H.
Hudson the English-speaking world, perhaps the wide
world, has lost its most unique personality. He is quite
irreplaceable. Happily his work preserves for us his rare

spirit and strange charm."
It ¡i this spirit that enchants the readers of

Far Away and Long Ago. The story of his early years. With portrait. $3.00
Birds In Town and Village. Hia first work, recently reissued. 4.00
The Purpie Land. "Written with infinite charm.".Christopher Morfej». 2.00
Idle Days In Patagonia. A fin? expression of hi» individuality. 2.00
A Crystal Age.The highest achievement of a great stylist and a great »oui. 2.00
A Shepherd's Life. Mr. Hudson's own favorite among his writings. 3.00
Adventures Among Birds. "A joy to all lovers of wild life." Ulm, 3.00
Birds Of La Plata. 2 vols. Limited ed.. $15.00; oh Urge paper. 35.00
Dead Man's Plack andAn OldThorn. Tragic folk tales. 2.50
A Traveller In Little Things. A revelation of beauty in minor things. 3.00
The Naturalist in La Plata.Describes the very heart of tropical nature. 3.00
The Book Of a Naturalist. Makes even snakes likable. 3.00
A Hind In Richmond Park. In press, to be published this foil.

Mr. HUDSON'S books are obtainable at any book&iore; or, if not, from

E.P.BUTTON & CO., 681 Fifth Ave^ New York
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DON MARQUISA !
THE REVOLT
OF THE OYSTER

Droll and humorous short stories by the author of Türe Old
Soak. The new collection contains, among other yarns, the
history of The Saddest Man, a tale of Indiana lies and liars,
that should rank with Mark Twains* famous story, The Jump-
ing Frog. \

At all Bookstores, $1J>0

DÖUBLEDAY â , PAGE & CO.
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The South Seas Again
By Stewart T. Beach

ATOMES OF THB SUN. liy Frederick
O'Brien. The Century Company.
TO TH08E who have mad« «h«

acquaintance of Frederick
O'Brien through the two pre-vious volumes Which he Isa»
published, recounting adven- [turra and experiences in the islands I

of the far Pacific, "Atolls of the Sun"
Will need little introduction. lt< name
and authorship will be sufficient to
assure its readers that they may ex¬
pect the same keen delight which theyhave experienced lr. the ambulatory,almost gossipy, record of day» s;>ent
upon the curious islcnds of the South
Stas to which distance lend» the charm
of mysterious cnchantnwnt.

Mr. O'Brien sets sali from Tahiti
for the "Dangerous Archipelago," that
j'roup of coral island« to which mari¬
ners, in memory of the ships which
had 'been lost upon the treacherous
reefs, had giver, sever-all j the names
of the Half-drowned Islands, the Low
Archipelago and the Pernicious I*-
lends. ITis wanderings cany him
through the atolls which compose the
group, to be concluded in another visit
to the Marquesas Islands und ¡be rc-
turn to Tahiti. The drab outline of
tbo voyage promises none of the de¬
lightful romancing into which the nar¬
rativo extends. The auihor has the
faculty ot weaving all of the detail»
¡.tE his experiences, geographical and
Eoc.lo&ical surveys. anthTop-Iogical r.nd
iirci'seoiogicil. observations, with the
stories and*'ftdve.'itura3 of the natives
into an account which rival:' iiction
in its pure interest of narrative.
And his is hot the account of a

¡chanca traveler plI down by fate in
unfamiliar shore* without knowledge
of the country, its customs or its peo¬
ple. His interest is almost that of the
student, und coupied with hi» narrative
arc accounts of the remurkable pic¬
torial effects obtained by tattooing in
th*> Marq^UÄSus, of pearl diving, and of
the remains of a vast civilization upon
Easter Island, with It« enormous idol»,
seventy, fort in length and carved from
the solid rock, bearing in their vis-
ages a striking likeness to the gods of

| the Incn:» which have been exhumed in
[ Peru. Fascinated by the possibilities
r proposed by these resemblances, he re-
{ hearses' the scientific theories which
would place, prehiatorically, a conti-

I nent in the stretch of sen between
South America and the Western isl-
ahds, thereby accounting for the iden-
tical customs of peoples in two such
alienated parts of the world and for
the basic stock of Caucasian blood
which seems to underlie the later in-
fusion of a foreign people apparentlyj indigenous to the South tíeas.

« a .

Mr. O'Brien's account of the influx of
missionaries to the people of the^isl-ands is perhaps one of the most in-

j teresting in the book. Since ho often
comes across the effects of Christian¬
ity in his wanderings, the narrative is
an often recurring one. Roman
Catholicism, Mormonism and Seventh
Day Adventism seem to be the reign-
ing adhérences, and, according to hi¡
account, sectarianism is even mon
bitter and pronounced than it has beer
in more civilized countries. Ever
changing laws gave the ascendancy a
one time to the Catholics, then re
turned it to the Protestants, but evei
among the latter there was the bitte:
strife of sect. The reader stops witl
Mr. O'Brien's comment to reflect upoitho Paumotman's capacity for serioui
interest in the religion of the Chris
tians. "The fact was," he says, "tha
it was not easy to keep Polynesians a
any heat of religion. They wanted en
tertainment and amusement, and if i

performance of a religious rito, a ser¬
mon, revival, conference or other soi¬
ree or diversion «ru rot offered they
were inclined to hcc'a relaxation, and
even plen;i¿re, where it might be had.
Monotony was the substance of their
days, and relief welcomed in tho mosttrifling incident or change."

» « »

Throughout the narrative, the namesof ftcbert Louis Stevenson, Jack Lon¬don i.nd Pau' Gauguin constantly re¬
cur, as the author finds in som«»
titrante pince or amonp some distant
poop!;, the record of their visits to tho
South Seas. To the .'«".er he devotes
u, chapter in re>.",ing several of tho
tales of Gauguin's friends and acquaint-
apc«B who2e stores throw new light,
upon tho character of the strangoFrenchman who sought the true ex¬
pression of his art in his desire to bufcwis«i and a barbarian." The infliencc
of Gnupuin persists in the South Seas,and though timo has obliterated eventhe spot of hi» last resting place, he
still ¡ires in the memories cf the men
vho knew him.
One might continue at considerable

length ip detailing the ramifications
into which Sir. O'Brien'a narrative
leads bim. The temptation Is trreat.
Tb<? mood of the book is contagious and
its author is one of those delightful
racon «Urs whose rtories never tire.
Coupled with a keen perception and
interest In detail, he has the journal¬ist's sei.bc '¦{ a pood story and the»e
two, in turn, he combines with a rather
pleasant, lazy manner of tel'ing which
seems almost to take its mood from the
temper of the South Seas. Supplementi >«' the mow» dry. uninteresting ac¬
counts of historians, Mr. O'Brien'.-.
work puts n vivacity nnd charm into
the daily life of the inhabitants of feria
adopted ir-ies which heightens their
exotic interest and accomplishes a fea;,
most difficult to travelers in sträng«;lands in making the scenes and personshe ha3 seen live for his readers.

.-

A Hazardous Cruise
THE CRUISE OP THE HIPPOCAMPI!?.
By Alfred F. Loomla. Tho Century Com¬
pany.

ONE could not expect to go
roaming the high seas in à
28-foot yawl without flirting:
with serious disaster. Before

one had traveled many thousands of
miles one might be expected to have met
with a few difficulties in the nature of
hurricanes, waterspouts and hidden
sh^V; and if one emerged safely from
the ruise one mi^ht have reason to
thank the Goddess of Good Fortune. Cer¬
tainly the navigators of "The Hippo¬
campus" had ample cause to be thank¬
ful, for the author and his two com
¡panions, who were the only passengers.
on this tiny craft, came repeatedly
within a hairsbreadth of destruction
on their voyage from New York to Pan¬
ama. Once the author incautiously-
ventured over the vessel's side, and u.
shark came within an inch of making
a meal of him; once he was almos«
frozen when caught in a severe rain
storm in tropical waters; once their'
little ship came near being crushed by
a ten-ton rock, and several times the
adventurers were seriously menaced by
storms. For all that they had a de¬
lightful trip, and something of tho
thrill and pleasure of the undertaking
is conveyed to the reader in the writ¬
ten account of the cruise, wherein we
have a sprightly and amusing record of
every incident from the time when the
voyage was but an improbable future
event until the moment when the voy¬
agers alight triumphantly at Balboa.

BY

££?%/fR HECHT is under thirty. . . . He is boast-
JiVS ful and exuberant: he is cockilv err- at

after Gargoyles I am prepared to admit he has a
right to be. He has, I think, more talent, more intelligence,
more experience, more assurance th?ti on m«m ie

post-war generation of American writers. Gargoyles is con¬
cerned with the life and times and opinions of GeorgeBasine, a Chicago lawyer with political aspirations, and his
family, intimates and acquaintances. . . . The story
opens, startingly enough, on a Sabbath dawn, with two young
men emerging from a lupanar. One is Basine, who is brazen
and intelligent enough to stare his Puritan conscience out of
countenance and forget his sordid dereliction in an easilyinflated self-esteem. The other is Keegan, a human jelly¬fish, whose stock of platitudes demand that he be distress¬
ingly repentant. . . . We are given here, in a few mas¬
terly strokes, the precise physical lineaments and mental
and moral characteristics of Basine's mother, his two sis¬
ters, Keegan, Basine himself, the men the sisters are
interested in, and the close friends of the family. The ac¬
cent is cynical, the tone is one of bitter disillusion, but
there is no gainsaying the artistic verity and the psychologi¬cal verisimilitude of this exposition. . . .

"It is all told in the simplest, most lucid, most exact and
most concise manner. It seems as if in answer to those
critics who found fault with the verbal corruscations and
epithetical opulence of the lyric 'Erik Dorn,' Mr. Hecht
had determined to show that he could write well and pow¬erfully without making epigrams and brilliant phrases and
using strange and arresting metaphors.". Burton Rascoetin New York Tribune.
Eighth large printing!. $2.00 everywhere!

BONI fr^LIVÊRIGHT
publishers - tog W.ti 40*k St.* *«w Y«rK * 1
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The Mother of All Living
By ROBERT KEABLE

Author of '«Simon Called Peter9'
HILDEGARDE HAWTHORNE: "Those who care for a rich and
interesting story, who feel the thrill of adventare . . . and of meet¬
ing real men and women are going to find a great delight in this
African novel.".New Y'ork Herald.
LOUISE MAUNSELL FIELD: "Far and away the most interest¬
ing character in the book is the vivid, passionate, intelligent, ruth¬
less and strong-willed., but generous Pamela, who dabbled in strangearts and ran strange risks, besides playing an ugly game from «ex¬
cellent motives.".New York Times.
DOROTHEA L. MANN : "Mr. Stable has power we knew b«fore,bat it has grown with use. He is o bigger man than when he wrote
'Simon Called Peter,' and he has staged a vaster s.ne . . . this is a
book with a meaning aad it possesses potent appeal."

.The Boston Transcript.
^U*, &P«, BUTTON & CO. %JÖSS3£


